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my faculties under eighteen months, perhaps. You must resign yourself to endure nie beside you. Since Dresden I have done no great thing. The beginning of " Les Paysans " aud the end of " Beatrix " were my last efforts; since then, nothing has been possible to me. Yesterday, during the whole day, I felt a sombre and dreadful gloom within me.
Yet I must finish the six folios of LA COMEDIE HUMAINE. Furne has come. He has excellent intentions. On my side, I must complete this undertaking, which is all rny future. But the heart is as absolute as the brain, it is indifferent to whatever is not itself; millions to win, a fortune of fame aud self-love satisfied is nothing to the heart.
Your letter describes to me a similar state with much truth and eloquence. That letter, in which pain is more contagious than the plague, and over which I wept your tears, shuddering to find there what I felt myself, that letter has filled the measure of my inward and hidden malady. Nothing but my interests can drag me out of the deep despondency that has now laid hold upon me. Paris is a dreadful desert; nothing gives me pleasure, nothing contents me; I am under the empire of some passionate invading force without analogy in my life. I compare the twenty-four towns we saw together with one another; I try to recall your observations, your ideas, your advice; motion fatigues me, rest depresses me. I get up, I walk, but my body is absent, I see it, I feel it; at times, as I tell you, this is madness. It is very probable that if my six folios of LA COMPOTE HUMAINE were finished I could go to Naples; and that thought is the only means of making me do them. What could I not obtain from myself under the hope of that immense joy, were it only for one week? I tell myself there are a thousand reasons why I ought to see you, consult you ; that I can do nothing without you. In short my mind is the accomplice of my heart and will.IE HUMAINE is notven over to               j
